Here's April, month when heaven was translated
authentic on the parchment of your skin,
mirror of virtue, sunlight unabated,
sole Phoenix, bugler of the seraphin.
The gods and nature on your birth that waited
wove for your cot the pink, your lilied kin,
and the enamelled rose, while love, elated,
the wonder-child suckled her wonder-twin*
Sweet nursling of Apollo and his train,
who strowed fresh flowers your gentle crib adorning,
deep in my heart I build a vernal shrine,
and pray to love, when April comes again,
to canonize the ninth, your natal morning,
dearer for that a hundred times than mine.